


For reasons that are beyond me, the image on the screen is barely visible: 
it is obvious to even the most ignorant onlooker that it cannot be photo- 
graphed. The shot will have to be abandoned, at least for today. 

Just as we are about to shoot the arrival of the producer, Pace, there 
is a frightful racket at the piano. The Italia is really a combination movie 
and vaudeville theater and Fellini cannot resist the temptation to make this 
plain in his film. Cesarino is at the old upright in the orchestra pit, and 
Agostini is gyrating like a vaudeville dancer on the runway. One cannot 
help thinking of I Vitelloni, Fellini’s 1953 film about small-town youths 
and their wishful thinking of the great life in the outside world. 


July 18 Wind is sweeping down from the Tivoli hills and 
the Italia movie house has suddenly become a cozy shelter. About five 
o’clock a storm straight out of the Apocalypse scourges the city with hail 
and cloudburst. 

On the stage, behind the wide screen, the wardrobe women have set 
up a long rack on which to hang the costumes. In the back, a plywood 
door covered with a flowered wallpaper opens on a short flight of uneven 
steps. Upstairs, the door from the terrace was left open, and water is 
pouring into the corridor on which the dressing rooms open. No one is 
brave enough to go close it. The lavatory door has an old color photograph 
of Sophia Loren in a turn-of-the-century costume, cut out of a magazine. 
Next to this door is a framed notice to all company managers: every em- 
ployee must be duly registered with the appropriate union and have social 
security. This theater must have looked exactly the same in 1940, when 
Fellini, having left his home town, was touring Italy with Aldo Fabrizi’s 
variety troupe. 

According to the scenario (Sequence 27), the theater should be small. 
This one, on the contrary, is rather large. There is only one floor, rising 
at a steep angle. The characters are spread across the theater instead of 
being huddled together. In the first row Pace sits with his girl friend, 
Conocchia and the accountant. A few rows back, Cesarino and Agostini. 
Still farther, and off to the right, Luisa, with her sister, Rossella, and 
another woman. In the center of the auditorium, Enrico, the young man 
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